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Introduction As	 I	 watched	 the	 Youm-e-Difah	 (Defence	 Day)2	ceremony	 at	 the	 Army	General	Headquarters	(GHQ)	in	Rawalpindi,	the	colourful	stage	surrounded	by	 larger	 than	 life	 screens	went	 dark.	 The	music	 stopped	 playing	 and	 the	master	of	ceremonies	announced	to	the	hushed	audience	that	next	on	stage	would	 be	 the	mother	 of	 a	 shaheed	 (martyr).	 The	 father	 and	 other	 Next	 of	Kins	 (NoKs)3	of	 the	 dead	 soldier	 had	 already	 appeared	 on	 stage,	 and	 the	finale	in	this	commemorative	ceremony	had	been	reserved	for	the	testimony	of	 the	mother.	 She	walked	 onto	 the	 stage,	 a	woman	 in	 her	mid-fifties,	 and	stood	 confidently	 at	 the	 dais.	 Her	 eyes	 glistened	 with	 tears	 as	 she	 spoke	lovingly	of	her	son.	At	times	she	stopped,	took	a	breath	and	visibly	steadied	herself,	 but	when	 she	 did	 speak	 her	 voice	was	 strong	 and	 she	 spoke	with	pride	and	poise,	her	head	held	high.	Her	grief	hung	in	the	air,	but	what	was	more	 touching	 and	 emotive	 to	watch	was	 her	 resolve,	 her	 ability	 to	 stand	firm	 and	 resolute	 against	 the	 overwhelming	 grief	 that	 this	 death	 had	brought	 to	 her.	 The	 tension	 between	 her	 unbridled	 grief	 and	 her	 stoic	resolve	was	maintained	throughout.	It	was	a	powerful	moment,	the	camera	lingered	 over	 it,	 the	 audience	 watched	 in	 awe,	 and	 some	 cried	 silently,	others	sobbed.			From	the	opening	sequence	of	the	ceremony,	where	a	chosen	group	of	Next-of-Kins	(NoKs)	paraded	onto	the	pavilion	to	be	seated	(while	the	rest	of	the	audience	 stood	 in	 respect),	 to	 their	 testimonies	played	on	giant	 screens	or	relayed	 live	 on	 stage	 or	 in	 video	 songs,	 to	 poems	 dedicated	 to	 them,	 the	families	of	the	dead	were	clearly	central	to	the	imagery	of	these	ceremonies.	The	show’s	 final	sequence	involved	homage	being	paid	by	families	through	flowers	and	prayers	at	the	martyrs’	monument.	Recalling	the	testimony	of	a	widow	of	a	dead	soldier	at	an	earlier	commemorative	ceremony,	one	of	the	military	officers	in	charge	told	me:		 [It	 was]	 a	 brilliant	 moment,	 when	 she	 stood	 there	 with	 her	three	children,	 the	youngest	 in	her	arms,	and	said	she	wanted																																									 																					2	In	2010,	the	Pakistan	Army	declared	30th	April	Youm	-e-Shuhada	(YeS)	–	Martyrs’	Day	–	to	pay	tribute	to	the	soldiers	who	died	in	the	War	in	Waziristan,	a	corollary	of	the	global	war	on	terror.	In	2015,	YeS	was	combined	with	the	Youm-e-Difah	(YeD)	–	Defence	Day	ceremony	instituted	earlier	to	commemorate	the	1965	war	with	India.	3	Term	used	by	the	Pakistani	military	to	refer	to	the	families	of	dead	soldiers.	
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covers	every	system	of	thinking	and	valuing	in	every	complex	of	feelings	which	rank	military	institutions	and	ways	above	the	ways	of	civilian	life,	carrying	military	mentality	and	modes	of	acting	and	decisions	into	the	civilian	sphere	(1959:17).	The	above	definition	sets	up	militarism	primarily	as	not	being	limited	to	the	military:	a	system	that	‘carries…into’	and	almost	infects	civilian	life	around	it.	It	suggests	two	important	aspects	of	militarism.	The	first	is	the	ideological	pervasiveness	that	is	intrinsic	to	militarism:	‘every	system	of	thinking	and	valuing	in	every	complex	of	feelings’.	The																																									 																					10	My	analysis	of	militarism	is	indebted	to	James	Eastwood’s	overview	of	various	theoretical	formulations	of	militarism	in	his	doctoral	dissertation	at	SOAS:	The ethics of Israeli militarism: soldiers’ testimony and the 





































































Chapter 1: Spectacles of Mourning - Manufacturing the Authentic A	 pleasant	 balmy	 evening,	 row	 upon	 row	 of	 seats	 laid	 out	 in	 meticulous	symmetry	 on	 the	 green	 expanse	 of	 a	 perfectly	 manicured	 lawn	 at	 the	Pakistan	 Army	 General	 Headquarters	 (GHQ),	 familiar	 patriotic	 anthems	blaring	 from	 large	speakers,	 smartly	dressed	men	and	women	 in	uniforms	ushering	guests	in,	three	giant	elevated	screens	arranged	around	a	majestic	stage	lit	with	the	national	colours	and	an	audience	of	a	couple	of	thousand	people.	These	are	all	the	hallmarks	of	a	perfectly	fantastic	start	to	the	Youm-
e-Difah	(YeD)	–Defence	Day	–	ceremony	in	2015.			Seated	 in	 the	 press	 enclosure,	 I	 noticed	 that	 the	 last	 enclosure	 on	my	 left	was	already	full	of	people.	I	knew	before	I	saw	the	sign	reading	‘NoKs’	that	this	 would	 be	 where	 the	 families	 of	 the	 dead	 would	 be	 seated,	 largely	because	 the	 enclosure	 was	 dominated	 by	 people	 from	 villages,	 men	 and	women	in	shalwar	kameez,	(traditional	dress	consisting	of	a	loose	shirt	over	loose	 trousers)	 and	women	with	white	 chaadars	(large	 often	white	 cotton	cloth	worn	in	public	spaces)	on	their	heads	and	bodies.	Seated	here	was	the	group	 from	 the	 village	 of	 Palwal,	 which	 named	 its	 main	 crossroads,	
Shaheeda	 da	 Chowk	 (Martyrs’	 Junction),	 after	 seven	 young	 villagers	 who	died	in	service.	My	friends	from	the	village	saw	me	before	I	saw	them,	maybe	because	 I	 stood	 out	 in	 the	 crowd	 with	 my	 uncovered	 head	 and	 colourful	clothes.	I	went	over	to	say	hello,	and	they	seemed	pleased	to	see	a	familiar	face.		Later,	 I	noticed	the	major	from	the	Inter	Services	Public	Relations	(ISPR)	I	had	interviewed	a	few	days	before	standing	near	the	stage,	so	I	asked	him	if	I	 could	 come	 backstage	 for	 a	 while.	 The	 scene	 behind	 the	 stage	 was	somewhat	chaotic;	some	celebrities	were	getting	their	makeup	done,	while	others	stood	at	the	side	smoking	and	discussing	poetry.	There	was	nervous	laughter	 and	 some	 last	 minute	 instructions	 and	 script	 changes.	 A	 Baluch	man	wearing	a	large	headdress	was	seated	silently	at	the	side,	the	father	of	a	 dead	 soldier	who	was	 to	 give	 his	 testimony	 on	 stage	 that	 day.	 An	 army	officer	asked	him	if	he	wanted	some	juice,	then	told	a	soldier	to	make	sure	he	 was	 looked	 after	 as	 he	 was	 their	 most	 honoured	 guest.	 The	 father	seemed	very	gracious	but	did	not	speak	much.	After	a	while,	he	was	joined	
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The	army	officers	I	interviewed	who	were	in	charge	of	developing	and	producing	the	show	suggested	two	primary	objectives	for	the	YeS	event.	The	first	was	the	need	to	buttress	the	morale	of	troops	and	families	by	providing	a	formal	commemorative	space,	while	the	second	was	more	tactical:	to	reclaim	the	‘strategic	concept	of	the	shaheed’.27	In	other	words,	the	YeS	event	was	the	military	establishment’s	response	to	the	insinuation	that	the	war	in	Waziristan	was	America’s	war	and	that	the	soldiers	dying	in	encounters	with	fellow	Muslims	were	not	shaheed.	Behind	this	lay	an	acknowledgement	of	the	strategic	doctrinal	shift	within	the	military	that	claimed	that	the	nation	had	enemies	within	its	own	borders,	a	tacit	suggestion	by	the	military	that	I	will	show	becomes	bolder	with	each	subsequent	YeS	ceremony.		A	third	theme	central	to	the	claims	of	this	thesis	was	voiced	by	officers	in	charge	of	scripting	the	show.	This	theme	speaks	more	to	the	craft	of	the	show	and	determines	the	affective	tone	of	the	spaces	within	which	the	script	will	be	read	out,	as	well	as	who	 will	 read	 it.	 To	 clarify	 this	 theme	 further	 I	 revert	 to	 interviews	 with	 two	majors.		 [In	the	show]	you	[the	organizers]	are	talking	about	two	things,	purpose	and	feeling.	The	sentiment	towards	the	nation-state	and	those	feelings	at	that	time	towards	those	who	sacrificed	their	loved	ones	[families](…)	you	have	to	give	[family	members]	space	for	expression	of	these	feelings	towards	these	[dead]	relations	and	[space	for]	feelings	that	we	[qaum]	have	for	them	[families].	So	you	convey	that	it	[the	sacrifice]	was	a	purposeful	thing.									(Major	2,	ISPR,	16th	September	2015)		In	the	introductory	chapter’s	opening	vignette,	I	shared	Major	1’s	description	of	the	widow	as	he	explained	to	me	that	the	objective	of	the	YeS	ceremony	was	to	‘create’	‘brilliant	moments’	that	were	‘emotionally	charged.’28		I	draw	attention	to	two	features	of	these	exchanges.	One	is	that	that	the	sentiment	of	the	 family	 member	 towards	 the	 dead	 loved	 one,	 his	 or	 her	 grief,	 is	 central.	 The	bodies	 of	 family	members,	 their	 grief,	 are	 the	 conduit	 through	which	 the	military	‘conveys’	its	message	of	purpose	and	sacrifice	 to	 the	nation.	The	widow	so	clearly	described	 by	Major	 1	 is	 an	 image	 –	 ‘she	 stood	 there	with	 her	 three	 children,	 the	youngest	 in	her	arms’	–	 ‘created’	for	 consumption	by	 the	nation.	The	 third	vector,	the	nation,	is	clearly	acknowledged	here.	Second	the	appeal	to	the	nation	is	made	on	
																																								 																					27	Colonel	1,	ISPR,	22nd	May	2015.	28	Major1,	ISPR,	24th	August	2015.	
			 53	
affective	 terrain,	 relying	 on	 the	 deliberate	 ‘creation’	 of	 such	moments	 so	 that	 the	family	member’s	expression	of	loss	‘touches	a	chord’	with	the	audience.	A	response	that	seems	natural,	drawn	as	if	from	the	depth	of	their	being,	speaks	to	the	illusion	
of	authenticity	 that	 is	 created	 in	 these	 ‘brilliant	 moments’.	 I	 call	 them	 illusions	of	





























Major	1:	 Are	 you	 going	 to	 ask	 any	 question	 of	 the	 father	 [of	 a	 dead	soldier,	who	is	to	appear	on	stage]?	
MC:	I	will	see	if	it	is	needed,	it	is	a	live	show	and	I	don’t	want	to	cause	any	problems.		

































Going	off	Script	Accepting	that	the	spectacle	put	in	front	of	us	is	carefully	crafted	opens	up	the	possibility	of	seeing	what	this	illusion	masks:	an	illusion	that	stands	in	the	grey	zone	between	fact	and	 fiction.	 Officers	 acknowledge	 that	 when	 family	 members	 are	 on	 stage	 they	 can	sometimes	 say	 things	 that	 are	 not	 considered	 appropriate.	 Examination	 of	 this	inappropriateness	 reveals	 interesting	 insights	 into	 the	anxieties	of	 the	military	and	 the	voices	 and	 expressions	 that	must	 be	managed	 if	 the	 narrative	 of	 sacrifice	 is	 not	 to	 be	destabilized.	More	importantly,	I	turn	to	this	examination	because	it	reveals	the	tensions	and	 ripples	 within	 these	 relationships,	 which	 on	 the	 surface	 seem	 untrammelled	 and	impregnable.		Mothers	and	other	family	members	are	discouraged	from	making	the	death	too	real.	Officers	are	very	clear	that	depiction	and	talk	of	the	dead	must	not	become	too	vivid.			 She	[the	mother]	should	not	talk	about	the	dead	body	of	her	son,	some	things	are	very	gory,	we	don’t	want	them	to	be	said	on	stage.	It	is	gory	for	example	that	his	body	had	bullets	in	(….)	when	you	give	this	kind	of	a	message	there	is	a	line	about	being	brutal,	like	you	don’t	show	blood	on	TV,	so	we	tell	them	not	to	get	too	graphic.									(Major	1,	ISPR,	24th	August	2015)	
	Souls,	eternal	life	and	some	blood	are	acceptable,	but	too	much	blood	or	too	much	talk	of	wounds	to	the	body	are	not.	Much	as	the	coffin	is	nailed	shut	when	it	is	handed	over	to	family	members	 and	 they	 are	 discouraged	 from	opening	 it	 to	 touch	 the	 body,	 they	 are	also	discouraged	from	speaking	of	the	body	on	stage.	The	body	can	be	glorified	in	death	only	if	it	is	seen	as	intact:	whole,	smiling	and	at	peace,	and	not	as	a	gruesome,	bloodied,	mutilated	 image.	 This	 discomfort	 with	 the	 mutilated	 body	 is	 apparent	 also	 in	 the	ambivalence	 the	 military	 shows	 towards	 those	 maimed	 by	 the	 war,	 known	 as	 War	Wounded	 Persons	 (WWPs)	 in	 military	 parlance.	 WWPs	 made	 no	 appearance	 at	 YeS	
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Year	 Registration	 Total	Induction	 Inducted	from	








Applicant:	We	were	 60,	 out	 of	which	 30	 passed	 and	 about	 21	 of	 us	have	applied.	
Me:	Why	do	people	from	this	area	apply?	
Applicant:	 We	 want	 a	 bright	 future	 and	 also	 we	 want	 to	 serve	 the	country.	 If	 something	 happens	 to	 us,	 then	 our	 families,	 brothers	 and	sisters	will	benefit.	Whether	we	serve	or	die,	we	get	a	pension,	medical	coverage.	 If	we	talk	about	civilians,	 they	are	not	serving	the	nation	 in	the	same	way	we	do.	They	are	thinking	of	their	own	selves,	like	you	are	doing	your	PhD,	you	are	thinking	about	yourself.	
Me:	Those	in	the	fauj	don’t	think	about	their	own	selves?	












































































































shabash	(verbal	encouragement)	come,	come.	If	he	still	doesn’t	move	then	the	commander	will	become	harsh:	he	will	push	him,	kick	him,	drag	him,	he	will	ask	two	other	people	to	take	the	weapon	from	him.	He	will	be	verbally	abused	and	they	will	shame	him	by	calling	him	a	coward,	a	woman.		 															(Retd.	General	1,	20th	June	2015)		Fear	is	real	and	common	on	the	battlefield	and	needs	to	be	disciplined	and	‘fixed’.	When	describing	 the	 scene	 above,	 the	 general	 also	 referred	 to	 the	 soldier’s	 almost	 catatonic	posture	–	an	infantile	immobility	–	and	the	soldier’s	dreaded	return	to	the	primitive	and	feminine.	 Fear	 is	 an	unwanted	 aberrant	 emotion,	 and	 it	must	 be	hidden	 from	others	 if	possible	because	visibility	will	bring	shame	to	the	unit.	Drawing	on	earlier	familiar	tropes	of	family,	the	first	attempt	will	be	to	‘cover’	for	the	person,	but	if	that	is	not	possible	there	are	repercussions,	and	the	punishment	will	depend	upon	rank.	At	first	the	senior	will	try	and	 cajole	 him	 like	 a	 child,	 but	 this	 can	 slide	 into	 violence,	 and	 physical	 torture	 and	verbal	insults	invoking	ghairat	may	ensue.			The	soldiers	I	interviewed	during	the	course	of	my	fieldwork	used	a	double	language	to	speak	of	fear.	It	was	a	perplexing	discussion;	nobody	denied	experiencing	fear,	and	many	said	it	was	a	natural	emotion,	yet	they	spoke	about	it	as	a	thing	of	a	past,	something	that	they	had	once	felt	but	could	no	longer	relate	to.	Instead,	some	spoke	of	being	prevented	from	concentrating	on	the	job	at	hand,	or	even	made	to	desert	the	battlefield,	by	worries	about	home.	This	seemed	to	be	an	unspoken	code	according	to	which	a	soldier’s	inability	to	perform	is	attributed	to	his	inability	to	break	the	bonds	with	home	and	to	his	excessive	
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worry	 about	 the	 situation	 there,	 and	 never	 to	 fear	 of	 imminent	 injury	 or	 death	 on	 the	battlefield.			There	were	dents	in	this	armour	of	silence	for	those	posted	in	areas	where	combat	operations	were	going	on.	In	halting	conversations	about	experiences	at	the	battlefront,	fear	was	sometimes	mentioned	as	a	memory	of	the	first	time	they	saw	the	dead	bodies	of	their	comrades	or	even	of	the	enemy.	Forced	proximity	to	the	dead	bodies	of	the	enemy	or	their	comrades	was	something	that	many	had	experienced	and	which	stayed	with	them.	Descriptions	of	these	memories	were	vivid,	laced	with	sounds,	smells	and	sights,	and	they	were	expressed	as	if	they	had	happened	the	day	before,	defining	moments	when	they	had	seen	death	first	hand	and	realized	that	they	too	could	die.	Some	described	it	as	feeling	of	terror,	others	as	a	deep	unease,	still	others	simply	as	a	time	they	could	not	forget	that	kept	coming	back	to	them.	There	was	an	unspoken	rule	not	to	share	or	discuss	this	either	back	home	or	with	other	colleagues,	apart	from	describing	the	facts.	There	was	deep	shame	of	being	found	out	as	fearful,	a	deep	fear	of	fear	itself	and	a	need	to	dissociate	and	not	accept	the	helplessness	or	terror	experienced	in	that	moment.		



















































Chapter 4: Disciplining Narratives of Pain - Military Death in Rural 
Punjab 	
I	would	have	forgotten	you	by	now			 When	I	cry,	then	I	say	You	were	a	child	looked	after	by	God		My	child,	I	would	wake		I	would	wake	up	at	dawn	to	grind	wheat		You	would	be	lying	asleep	And	I	would	grind	the	wheat		Then	I	would	leave,		Sometimes	for	Rupwal,	sometimes	for	[Rawal]	pindi124		Sometimes	I	would	leave	you	in	the	room	inside		Sometimes	I	would	throw	you	on	the	cot	outside	You	were	a	child	looked	after	by	God		When	dusk	approached	I	would	feed	the	cattle		Or	I	would	pick	peanuts	from	the	field	Or	I	would	cut	sugarcane	When	I	returned	in	the	evening		Only	then	would	I	feed	you	the	little	milk	I	had		You	should	have	died	then	I	would	have	forgotten	you	by	now		Why	did	you	not	die	then?		 I	would	have	forgotten	you	by	now		Why	did	you	not	die	then?		 Quoted	 above	 is	 a	 Punjabi	 mourning	 ritual,	 or	 vaen,	 sung	 by	 Sajjida,	 a	mother	 who	 had	 lost	 her	 son	 in	 the	Wana	 conflict,	as	 we	 sat	 by	 her	 son	Tahir’s	grave.	The	grave	was	surrounded	on	all	 four	sides	by	walls	 (about	three	 feet	 in	 height)	 that	 had	 been	 painted	 and	 decorated	 with	 ornate	wrought	 iron	railings.	The	grave	 itself	was	still	un-cemented,	as	according	to	 tradition	 the	 pakki	 (cemented)	 grave	 would	 be	 made	 one	 year	 after	burial.	 A	 large	 Pakistani	 flag	 waved	 atop	 the	 grave,	 and	 there	 was	 a	cupboard	in	the	enclosure	containing	the	Quran.	Sajjida’s	husband	had	died	young	and	left	her	with	six	children	to	look	after.	She	had	farmed	her	own	small	landholding	and	also	worked	as	a	labourer	in	other	people’s	fields	for	much	of	her	life.	All	four	of	her	sons	had	applied	to	join	the	army,	and	two																																									 																					124	Names	of	a	village	and	a	city	respectively.	
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The	Funeral	Funerals	are	fondly	remembered	events,	a	part	of	Palwal’s	history,	re-told	with	great	gusto	by	the	village	that	serves	as	the	audience	for	these	grand	spectacles.	The	colours,	inflexions	and	moods	in	these	descriptions	change	and	shift	according	to	the	narrator	and	his	or	her	proximity	to	the	deceased	family:	the	closer	the	relation,	the	more	morose	and	intimate	the	recollections.	However,	all	stories	mention	it	being	a	spectacular	and	impressive	event,	citing	the	sohni	(beautiful)	parade,	the	gun	salute	and	the	large	numbers	of	people	coming	from	afar	to	watch	these	events.			During	my	year	of	fieldwork,	no	funerals	were	held	in	Palwal.	However,	funerals	are	often	videotaped	by	families,	and	I	was	able	to	watch	some	of	the	recordings.	Below,	I	describe	the	videotape	of	Aslam’s	funeral,	and	through	this	retelling	I	try	and	bring	forth	the	ritualized	nature	of	military	ceremony	and	what	it	seeks	to	achieve.	I	also	highlight	moments	in	that	tightly	controlled	choreography	that	are	sometimes	at	odds	with	military	discipline.		The	first	shot	is	of	a	dead	body	shrouded	in	white.	It	is	not	a	serene	dead	body.	 The	 face	 is	 mutilated,	 with	 sutures	 across	 the	 mouth,	 possibly	 to	stop	 it	bleeding.	The	white	 shroud	has	 two	distinct	bloodstains.	The	eye	area	is	discoloured,	swollen	and	bruised.	The	shot	captures	the	body	from	all	sides,	almost	ruthless	 in	how	it	captures	the	pain,	 the	mutilation.	 It	 is	not	 a	 glorious	 body.	 It	 is	 a	 body	 of	 someone	 not	 at	 peace,	 who	 was	mutilated	and	in	much	pain	when	he	died.	The	desire	to	record	the	body,	I	contend,	is	a	need	to	own	or	re-possess	the	dead,	despite	the	mutilation	of	the	 body	 that	 the	 army	would	 like	 to	 veil,	 and	 it	 is	 in	 direct	 defiance	 of	how	military	protocol	demands	that	the	body	remain	covered.	There	is	no	sound	at	this	point.	The	body	is	inside	a	coffin	but	the	lid	has	been	opened	
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half	way.	Once	the	lid	is	closed,	the	body	is	lost	to	sight,	with	only	a	small	portion	of	the	face	showing	through	the	glass	section.	As	if	this	distancing	is	not	enough,	a	flag	is	draped	over	the	coffin.			The	second	shot	 is	of	an	all-male	crowd	of	villagers	carrying	 the	charpai	with	the	coffin	through	the	uneven	dusty	terrain	of	Palwal	village.	 In	the	background	 is	 the	 sound	 of	 bitter	 weeping,	 possibly	 a	 woman	 standing	close	to	the	person	filming.	There	is	no	order	to	this	crowd	of	mourners,	at	least	 to	 the	 onlooker.	 It	 seems	 that	 there	 is	 a	 central	 group	 holding	 the	coffin	 aloft,	 with	 others	 swirling	 around	 it.	 There	 is	 the	 sound	 of	 men	wailing,	 crying,	 chanting,	 a	 dull	 sound,	 rhythmic	 and	 repetitive.	 The	coffin’s	progress	is	not	even,	it	stops	apparently	for	no	reason	then	starts	again.	It	almost	meanders	through	the	field,	giving	the	impression	of	a	lack	of	purpose,	as	if	the	group	doesn’t	know	where	it	is	going	or	is	in	no	hurry	to	arrive	there.	The	men	in	the	front,	or	at	least	some	of	them,	are	visibly	distressed	even	as	they	chant	along.	Some	wipe	tears	from	their	eyes.			Women	 follow	 at	 the	 back,	 separated	 from	 the	 main	 crowd.	 Hesitant,	scattered,	yet	very	much	there,	these	women	have	come	to	see	the	janaza,	unlike	 the	 men	 who	 have	 come	 to	 read	 the	 namaz-e-janaza	 (funeral	prayer)	 and	 be	 part	 of	 the	 funeral	 procession.	 Many	 are	 perched	 on	rooftops	 that	dot	 the	 landscape,	 their	more	colourful	clothes	providing	a	welcome	relief	to	the	rather	gloomy,	drab	and	colourless	procession	that	moves	forward,	seemingly	going	nowhere.		At	 one	 point	 the	 camera	 swerves	 and	we	 acknowledge	 a	 new	 presence:	two	men,	strolling	along	wearing	combat	camouflage,	the	Pakistan	Army’s	battledress.	 The	 two	 officers	 have	 come	 to	 attend	 the	 funeral.	 Some	soldiers	 can	also	be	 spotted,	 JCOs	 in	 the	more	 traditional	khaki	uniform.	They	stand	out	as	different,	out	of	place,	on	the	fringes	of	the	crowd.	They	look	deferential,	almost	hesitant,	their	downcast	eyes	and	posture	totally	at	odds	with	what	is	to	follow.	Another	swerve	of	the	camera	and	we	see	three	army	vehicles:	one	a	large	truck	and	the	others	a	Toyota	Hilux	and	a	small	 bus.	 There	 is	 no	metalled	 road	 here,	 just	 the	 dusty	 terrain,	 so	 the	presence	of	these	vehicles	stands	out.		
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There	is	no	video	of	the	namaz-e-	janaza	(funeral	prayer)	itself.	I	was	told	that	 the	 video	 maker	 stopped	 filming	 in	 order	 to	 join	 the	 namaz	congregation	himself.			After	the	earlier	chanting	and	wailing,	the	silence	that	follows	the	funeral	prayer	is	almost	deafening.	The	body	has	been	handed	over	to	the	military	after	 the	 janaza.	Cocks	can	be	heard	crowing	 in	 the	background.	Around	200	 yards	 from	 the	 grave,	 the	 villagers	 are	 seated	 auditorium	 like,	watching	 and	 waiting.	 Four	 soldiers	 now	 carry	 the	 charpai	 to	 the	graveyard	from	the	open	field	where	the	namaz-i-janaza	(funeral	prayer)	was	 read.	 Gone	 is	 the	 studied	 nonchalance;	 these	men	 are	 charged	with	purpose	as	they	march	in	unison	past	the	tombstones,	through	a	corridor	of	soldiers,	 towards	the	open	grave,	a	 few	villagers	 in	sight.	As	the	coffin	moves	forward,	the	soldiers	salute	by	changing	the	position	of	their	guns.	The	 coffin	 is	 carried	 ceremoniously,	 each	 step	 is	 measured,	 in	 marked	contrast	to	how	it	was	carried	earlier,	 in	a	burdensome	manner,	as	if	the	men	 carrying	 it	 were	 grief	 stricken	 almost	 to	 the	 point	 of	 impotence,	without	purpose.	But	here	there	is	purpose,	order	and	meaning.			The	charpai	is	placed	on	the	ground,	the	men	carrying	it	march	away	and	four	other	men	walk	up	to	untie	the	flag	draped	over	the	coffin,	which	is	folded	ceremoniously	and	put	aside.	The	coffin	is	now	carried	to	the	grave,	with	 two	 men	 on	 each	 side,	 and	 lowered	 into	 the	 grave	 with	 ropes.	Villagers	 and	 family	 members	 join	 in,	 and	 as	 the	 coffin	 is	 lowered,	 the	camera	captures	it	descending.	There	is	the	sound	of	someone	sobbing,	a	continuous	monotonous	crying,	uninterrupted.	Someone	says	‘mere	bache’	(my	child).	But	these	are	inconsolable,	disjointed	sounds,	almost	an	aside,	and	no	 one	 takes	much	notice,	 nor	 does	 anyone	 join	 in,	 as	 is	 traditional	during	funeral	rites	for	other	deaths.	There	is	a	shot	of	a	man	sitting	next	to	 the	 open	 grave,	 emitting	 a	 steady	 crying	 sound.	 There	 is	 a	 flash	 of	colour:	a	woman	at	the	grave,	maybe	the	mother,	maybe	a	sister,	but	the	camera	 doesn’t	 linger	 on	 her.	 Unlike	 the	 national	 stage,	 women	 are	peripheral	to	the	image	here.			The	 soldier	 in	 charge	 shouts	 ‘doje	 admi	 peeche	 ho	 jayein’	 (unnecessary	men	please	retreat)	and	order	reigns	once	more.	The	momentary	lapse	in	
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the	 orderly	 picture	 when	 the	 coffin	 was	 being	 lowered	 passes	 and	 the	gravesite	becomes	visible	again.	Halfway	through	the	 filling	of	 the	grave,	the	soldier	holding	the	national	flag	walks	up	and	affixes	it	to	the	head	of	the	grave	as	earth	is	poured	in.			The	 next	 image	 we	 see	 is	 of	 a	 mound	 of	 earth	 covered	 by	 rose	 petals.	Three	wreaths	are	now	laid	on	the	grave,	one	each	by	the	regimental	and	unit	 commanders	 and	 one	 by	 the	 soldier’s	 father.	 The	 wreaths	 are	identical	but	their	bearers	differ,	as	does	their	grief,	which	may	last	longer	for	some	than	for	others.	The	men	are	brought	up	one	by	one	to	lay	their	wreaths,	each	accompanied	by	two	marching	men.	Their	arms	sway,	their	bodily	movements	 are	 exaggerated	 and	 their	 feet	 stomp	 on	 the	 ground.	Another	man	 then	marches	 up	 and	moves	 the	wreath	 to	 the	 side	 so	 the	next	one	can	be	placed.	There	is	a	man	for	each	job,	each	step	is	ordained,	following	in	a	seamless	fashion.	The	master	of	ceremonies	calls	the	father	to	step	forward	and	take	the	 flag	and	cap	from	the	officer	 in	charge.	The	father,	a	drooping	old	man	clad	in	a	chaadar	and	pagri	(traditional	Punjabi	head	 dress),	 steps	 out	 and	 moves	 to	 where	 an	 army	 officer	 is	 waiting,	perhaps	the	unit	commander.	He	stops	a	few	yards	away	at	a	designated	point,	 clearly	having	being	 coached	before.	Holding	 the	 flag	 and	 cap,	 the	officer	 and	 a	 soldier	 march	 forward	 and	 hand	 them	 to	 the	 father.	 The	officer	touches	the	father’s	arms	as	if	to	support	him	and	then	moves	back.	The	man	 continues	 to	 stand	 there	uncertainly,	 and	 then	 a	 younger	man,	maybe	his	nephew,	walks	up,	takes	the	flag	from	him	and	leads	him	back.	It	looks	as	if	the	father	has	broken	down	and	is	sobbing.	The	same	officer	is	seen	walking	up	to	the	father	and	embracing	him,	an	acknowledgement	of	the	father’s	uncontrollable	grief,	which	can	only	take	place	outside	the	prescribed	 ceremony.	 The	 ceremony	 goes	 on,	 for	 the	 chain	 of	 events	cannot	 be	 broken.	 The	 guard	 commander,	 a	 JCO,	 now	 takes	 the	microphone	and	recites	two	verses	from	the	Quran:		And	say	not	of	 those	who	are	slain	 in	 the	way	of	Allah,	 ‘They	are	dead’.	Nay,	they	are	alive,	though	you	perceive	(it)	not.	Quran,	2:154				
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	Think	not	of	those	who	are	slain	in	Allah’s	way	as	dead.	Nay,	they	live,	finding	their	sustenance	in	the	presence	of	their	Lord.			 	Quran,	3:169		The	 commander	 gives	 a	 brief	 sketch	 of	 the	 soldier	 who	 has	 now	 been	buried.	He	hesitates	while	he	searches	for	his	name	and	details,	but	finds	them	 and	 starts	 again.	His	 name,	 his	 village,	 his	 unit,	 his	 date	 of	 joining	and	where	he	died	are	the	most	significant	things	to	remember	about	him	here.	 That	 he	 played	 cricket	 in	 the	 very	 field	where	 the	 village	 read	 his	
janaza	today,	that	on	his	last	leave	he	lied	to	his	unit	officer	and	stayed	an	extra	 night	 so	 he	 could	 watch	 the	 kabadi	 (traditional	 wrestling)	 match	taking	place	in	this	field,	that	he	was	pale-faced	and	ashen	when	his	family	went	 to	 say	 goodbye	 to	 him	 as	 he	 left	 for	Waziristan	 with	 his	 unit	 are	unimportant	details	 in	 this	 rendition	of	his	 life.	The	 JCO	 then	announces	that	there	will	be	an	azazi	salami	(ceremonial	salute)	and	asks	everyone	to	stand.		 All	are	requested	to	stand	in	respect.	Those	of	you	in	uniform	and	those	civilians	wearing	a	cap/headdress	will	now	salute	this	loved	son.		The	call	 is	clearly	 to	men	only	and	addresses	all	men	 in	 the	gathering	as	one,	the	army	and	civilians,	even	as	it	addresses	them	separately,	as	those	in	uniform	and	those	wearing	a	headdress.	Women	are	not	called	on,	but	just	 watch.	 The	 complementary	 role	 assigned	 to	 them	 in	 the	 national	script	for	the	militarism	project	is	to	produce	brave	sons	and	then	grieve	in	controlled	ways.	It	is	not	for	them	to	salute	and	honour	the	dead	in	this	space,	where	paying	tribute	is	the	task	of	brave	and	resilient	men,	even	if	they	 are	 not	 equals,	 as	 civilian	men	 need	 to	 be	 differentiated	 from	men	who	risk	their	lives.			Two	 rows	of	 six	 soldiers	 standing	a	 few	yards	away	alongside	 the	grave	come	 into	 view	 as	 the	 guard	 commander	 asks	 them	 to	 change	 their	positions	from	attention	to	at	ease	and	the	guns	go	up	and	down	in	sharp	coordinated	 moves.	 Their	 synchronized	 movements	 are	 impressive	 as	they	shift	 their	weapons	from	neechay	fung	 (the	ground	arm	position)	to	
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overly	sentimental	as	Aslam	was	not	his	real	son,	while	others	felt	he	was	asserting	his	social	status.		Below	I	present	two	excerpts	from	my	fieldnotes	to	describe	some	of	the	commemorative	practices	in	the	village:		 On	 the	 day,	 as	 I	 attended	 Aslam’s	 death	 anniversary,	 I	 saw	 young	 boys	emerge	from	the	school	at	the	back.	Most	were	between	nine	and	fifteen,	identical	dots	 in	 their	blue	shirts	and	grey	 trousers.	They	grew	 larger	as	they	 came	 nearer	 and	 became	 more	 distinct,	 some	 were	 smaller,	 some	older,	 some	walked	briskly,	 others	 chattered,	 giggled	 and	 loitered.	 Some	recognized	me	as	their	English	teacher	and	waved	at	me	and	I	waved	back	hesitantly,	as	 I	knew	I	was	already	conspicuous.	A	woman	sitting	behind	me	who	had	accompanied	me	from	the	women’s	event	shouted,	don’t	talk,	
walk	in	line.	Even	as	she	said	it,	a	man,	probably	a	teacher,	came	into	view	and	 they	 started	 to	 fall	 in	 line,	 files	 of	 three	waiting	 to	 enter	 the	 tented	area	with	the	line	of	Pakistani	flags	behind	them.	It	was	a	surreal	moment.	Row	upon	row	of	young	boys,	not	yet	men,	waiting	to	be	called,	to	join	the	(commemoration	of)	the	nation’s	dead,	a	disciplining	done	by	the	village,	men	 and	 women,	 young	 boys	 lining	 up	 against	 the	 backdrop	 of	 the	Pakistani	state,	represented	by	the	flags	waving	at	the	back.			-Fieldnotes,	Palwal,	10th	December	2014		Dramas	or	debates	 in	 schools	 often	have	 a	nationalistic	 theme.	This	 is	 reflective	of	 the	larger	 national	 scenario,	 but	 in	 Palwal	 this	 revolves	 around	 martyrdom.	 The	 private	school	down	the	road	often	puts	on	short	plays	for	its	prize	distribution	ceremony.	The	year	I	was	in	Palwal,	the	theme,	once	again,	was	martyrdom.			 The	children	performed	a	skit	where	five	of	them	stood	on	stage	holding	pictures	 of	 the	 village	 shuhada	and	 sang	 a	 patriotic	 song.	 On	 the	 side,	four	children	were	dressed	up	in	costume	as	the	family.	The	mother	sat	crying	and	holding	an	army	uniform	in	her	hand.	The	boy	dressed	up	as	the	father	was	sitting	and	writing.	He	would	look	up	from	time	to	time	to	stare	 into	 space	 as	 if	 thinking	 about	 his	 son.	 The	 younger	 brother	was	depicted	 playing	 with	 a	 ball	 and	 the	 sister	 was	 consoling	 the	 mother.	
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as	they	actively	perform	these	moments	and	endorse	the	desired	scripts	of	willing	sacrifice	and	shahadat	for	the	nation.		As	mentioned	earlier,	Nawaz’s	father	expressed	deep	regret	that	he	had	sent	his	son	to	the	army	and	did	not	have	the	connections	to	get	him	released	when	the	war	started.	Below	is	an	excerpt	from	our	conversation:		 As	I	walked	back	from	the	funeral,	I	received	a	call	from	the	colonel	of	his	unit.	I	said	to	him	if	I	had	ten	sons,	I	would	give	them	to	the	country.	(...)	You	say	this	because	we	exist	because	of	this	country	and	[only]	if	the	army	exists	then	we	have	this	country.	Kehna	parta	hai	(you	have	to	say	this)	to	the	colonel	[because]	your	jazba	(passion)	rises	as	the	army	gives	you	izzat	(prestige)	and	rutba	(status)	and	buries	you	with	azaz	(ceremony).																																	 	 	 	 	(Nawaz’s	father,	10th	April	2015)		Yasmin	and	Nawaz	were	looking	for	employment	for	their	other	son	but	only	in	civilian	departments	of	the	military	where	there	is	no	deployment	in	combat	areas.	In	the	excerpt	above,	Nawaz’s	father	seems	to	acknowledge	that	what	is	said	in	these	moments	is	sometimes	rhetorical,	as	subjects	feel	compelled	to	say	something	that	they	may	not	mean	because	it	is	expected	and	because	of	the	heady	mix	of	honour,	status	and	ceremony	that	goes	with	military	death.	Peter	Sloterdijik	(1988)	puts	forward	the	notion	that	the	dominant	mode	of	functioning	of	ideology	is	cynical;	the	cynical	subject	is	conscious	of	the	distance	between	the	ideological	mask	and	his	social	reality	and	yet	he	continues	to	cling	to	it.	Slavoj	Žižek	(2008:27),	citing	Adorno,	expands	this	further	when	he	says,	‘ideology	is,	strictly	speaking,	only	a	system	which	makes	a	claim	to	the	truth	–	that	is,	which	is	not	simply	a	lie	but	a	lie	experienced	as	truth,	a	lie	which	pretends	to	be	taken	seriously’.	According	to	Žižek,	ideology	is	not	maintained	by	its	‘truth	value’	but	‘by	simple	extra	ideological	violence	and	the	promise	of	gain’.	This	would	be	one	way	to	explain	the	military’s	obvious	and	extraordinary	hold	on	these	populations:	as	their	fear	of	the	military	apparatus	and	the	repercussions	of	making	their	dissonance	visible.	They	also	wish	to	benefit	from	the	compensation	that	is	handed	out	at	this	point,	and	safeguard	the	possibility	of	future	recruitment	into	the	military.	In	her	study	of	Syria	under	an	authoritarian	regime,	Lisa	Wedeen	(1999:121)	speaks	of	the	‘shared	condition	of	unbelief’,	in	which	Syrians	acted	‘as	if’	they	revered	the	regime,	while	in	the	context	of	the	Turkish	state,	Yael	Navaro	Yashin	(2002:162)	speaks	of	‘automatons’	who,	despite	their	consciousness	of	the	notion	of	the	state	as	an	abstraction,	continue	to	reproduce	the	state	in	practice.	Wedeen	calls	this	the	politics	of	‘as	if’,	while	Navaro-Yashin	names	the	condition	cynicism,	as	does	Lori	Allen	(2013)	in	her	more	recent	work	on	human	rights.	
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As	the	villagers	in	Palwal	themselves	constantly	reiterate,	it	is	a	mask	they	have	to	put	on,	and	that	they	know	they	put	on.	They	say,	‘Karna	parta	hai,	kehna	parta	hai’	(You	












































											Kausar	–The	Erring	Widow	Aslam	was	adopted	at	age	5	by	his	maternal	uncle	and	aunt	who	were	childless.	His	 biological	 mother	 and	 father	 lived	 down	 the	 lane,	 only	 ten	 minutes	 away.	Kausar	married	Aslam	seven	years	before	his	death	in	Wana.	They	did	not	have	any	children	at	the	time	of	his	death.	During	the	funeral	the	biological	father	was	accorded	 the	 honour	 of	 receiving	 the	 flag,	 as	 the	 adoption	 had	 never	 been	formalized.	Kausar	received	a	full	pension	and	all	emoluments	in	her	name	after	she	reassured	the	DASB	authorities	that	she	had	no	intention	of	getting	married.	
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However,	 behind	 the	 scenes,	 in	 ‘consultation’	with	Aslam’s	 adoptive	 father,	 she	divided	all	the	one-time	emoluments	(i.e.	cash	payments)	she	received	into	three	parts,	 one	 for	 herself,	 one	 for	 the	 biological	 mother	 and	 one	 for	 the	 adoptive	father.	She	also	agreed	to	give	half	of	the	pension	she	received	in	her	name	every	month	 to	 the	biological	mother.	The	plot	of	 land	was	allotted	 jointly	 to	her	and	the	 biological	 mother,	 with	 her	 consent.	 Four	 years	 after	 her	 first	 husband’s	death,	Kausar	decided	to	marry	his	best	friend.	While	she	received	the	support	of	her	brothers	in	this	decision,	Aslam’s	family	and	the	rest	of	the	village	censured	her	for	moving	on	and	soiling	the	memory	of	her	shaheed	husband.	The	marriage	was	duly	reported	to	the	DASB	by	Aslam’s	biological	father,	and	the	full	pension	reverted	to	the	biological	mother.	Kausar	claims	that	she	returned	all	the	money	she	was	 holding	 at	 the	 time	 of	 her	 second	marriage	 to	 the	 adoptive	 father,	 but	there	was	much	acrimony	as	both	 sets	of	parents	 claimed	 that	 she	did	not	give	them	anything.	On	my	last	visit,	Kausar	claimed	she	was	being	pressured	to	agree	to	sell	the	plot	of	land.	Her	brothers	did	not	want	her	to	sell,	so	she	was	resisting	this.			
	 	
	
																		Sumaira	–	The	Wife	in	Waiting	 	Sumaira	was	married	 at	 age	16	 to	her	maternal	 aunt’s	 son,	Tahir.	He	died	 six	months	 later	 in	 the	operations	 in	Wana.	Tahir	did	not	have	 time	 to	 report	his	marriage,	and	therefore	he	was	listed	as	unmarried	in	the	army’s	records.	The	initial	 papers	 were	 in	 the	 mother’s	 (Sajjida’s)	 name,	 but	 at	 the	 time	 of	 the	funeral	 this	 was	 rectified	 and	 all	 ensuing	 payments	 were	 given	 to	 Sumaira,	including	 the	 Distress	 Grant	 (which	 she	 handed	 over	 to	 Tahir’s	 brothers	immediately).	In	view	of	Sumaira’s	age	and	the	marriage	being	issueless	it	was	decided	between	the	 family	and	the	military	that	 the	pension	would	be	 jointly	allocated,	with	a	percentage	for	both	the	mother	and	the	widow.	Sumaira,	who	is	still	not	eligible	for	a	national	identity	card,	has	been	to	the	DASB	twice	for	the	paperwork	required	by	the	military.	There	was	also	some	confusion	regarding	Tahir’s	status	as	a	shaheed.	The	family	has	yet	to	receive	any	compensation	from	the	army	other	than	money	for	funeral	expenses	and	a	pension.	Upon	inquiry	at	the	DASB,	I	found	that	Tahir’s	death	was	listed	as	an	in-service	death	and	not	as	




























































































Cleric:	 There	 is	 no	 mosque	 that	 is	 Barelvi	 and	 no	 mosque	 that	 is	Deobandi.	 Deobandi	 and	 Barelvi	 are	 not	 real	 sects,	 these	 are	 just	 the	names	of	cities.	Our	imam	is	the	same,	Hanafi.	This	is	not	a	clash	of	fiqh	(Islamic	Jurisprudence)	(…)	Shiites	are	different,	their	imam	is	different.		
Me:	Do	they	stand	in	agreement	on	their	stance	towards	Ahle-Tashi?		
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